THE W

in the safe
himself and Rueff,
had access to it Add as
an alibi, the money might
moved by an outsider.
martial gave Swanson the
doubt, and a reprimand for
greater care of the keys, and
made good the $5,000.
Swanson did not think it was a
who had robbed the safe He
thought Rueff had robbed it, but he
could not possibly prove that. At the
time of the robbery Rueff was outside
the Presidio, in uniform, at 3 moving
picture show in San Francisco. A doz-
en people saw  him there. Besides,
Rueff an excellent record He
was a silent, clerk-like young man, bet-
ter at "paper work™ than campaigning,
but even as a soldier he had never come
pon the books. And he had seen serv-
o two campaigns, and was supposed
erish ambitions toward a commis-
Hut, as he kept much to himself,
iellow non-coms could only guess

his
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liis caprain’s account he was loy-
distressed over the court-martial,
testimony tried to shield
by agreeing heartily that
through his own carelessness the keys
It have fallen into the hands of
yme one outside the post. But his loy-
Lty could not save his superior officer
om what was a verdict virtmally of
n proven.”
t was a most distressing affair, and,
account of the social prominence of
Swanson's people, his own popularity,
nd the name he' had made at Batangas
and the Boxer business, was much
mmented upon, not only in the ser-
but by the newspapers all over
United States.
Fvery one who knew Swanson knew
urt-martial was only a matter of
Iiven his enemies ventured only
that overnight he might have
rowed the money, meaning to re-
the next moming. And the
reason for considering this ex-
nation was that Swanson was known
in debt. For he was a persistent
ler. Just as at Pekin he had gam-
1 death for his number, in
peace he gambled for money.
15 aiways his own money.
IF'rom the start Swanson’s own atti-
loward the affair was one of bﬁﬂd.l
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woning rage.  In it he saw no ne-!
< ar routine  of diuiplint. Ol'lly
wprnorant  stupidity. That apy

auld suspect him was so prepos-

i
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of Occupation, and of that beautiful
island had grown foolishly fond. He
was familiar with every part of it, and
he believed in one or another of its
pretty ports he could so completely hide
himself that no one could intrude upon
his misery. In the States, i the news-
papers be seemed to read only of those
places and friends and associates he
most loved. In the Little Cuban village
o which he would bury himself he
would cot himself off from all news-
papers, from all who knew him; from
those who had been his friends, and
those who kmew his name anly to con-
nect it with a scandal.

On his way {rom Port Tampa to
Cuba the boat stopped at Key West,
and for the hour in which she discharg-
ed cargo Swanson went ashore and
wandered aimlessly. The little wvm.\
reared on a flat island of coral and|
limestone, did not long detain him. The |
main street of shops, cating houses, and
saloons, the pretty residences with
overhanging balconies, set among g'nr-i
dens and magnolia trees, were soon ex-
plored, and he was returning to the
boat when the martial music of a band
caused him to halt. A side street led
to a great gateway surmounted by :11:
anchor. Beyond it Swanson saw 1:wm|
of well-kept grass, regular paths, pretty
cottages, the two-starred fiag of an ad. |
miral, and, rising high above these, like |
four Eiffel towers, the gigantic masts|
of a wireless; He recognized that he
was at the entrance to the Key West|
naval station, and turned gquickly zway.l

He walked a few feet, the music of |
the band still in his ears. In an hour
he would be steaming toward Cuba,
and, should he hold to his present pur-
pose, in many years this would be the
last time he would stand on American
soil, would see the uniform of his cm:m-I
try, would hear a military band tull the |
sun to sleep. It would hurt, but he|
wondered if it were not worth the hort
A smart sergeant of marines, in pass-
ing, cast one glance at the man who|
seemed always to wear epaulets, and’

< unintelligent, as to be nearly |
And when, instantly, he de-
: court of inquiry, he could
it when he was summoned |
conrt-martial. [t sickened,
deeply affronted him; turmed

« savage
stand his  attitude and an-|
ere 50 insolent that his old |

aml classmate, Capt. Copley, who
ting as his counsel, would gladly
ked him, The findings of !hej
that neither cleared nor
and the reprimand, were|
sle insult to his fecling\s, atld.
¢ bitter disgust with the service |
cry one in it, Swanson resigned
the moment he had done so
orry. Swanson's thought was|

e could no longer associate with |
me wha could believe him capable
ft. It was his idea of showing|
opinion of himself and the|
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ore saw it in that ight On
ary, people said: “Swanson
allowed to resign” In the
and being
resign” lest greater evils
two different thinge And
s too late no one more than
saw that more clearly. His
;1ve way to extreme morbidness.
leved that m resigning he had as-
every one of Lis guilt. In every
and stranger he saw a man who
He imagined snubs, re-
coldnesses. His morbidness
ened upon his mind like a parasite
1 a tree, and the brain sickened
n men and women glanced at his
l-set-up figure and shoulders,
even when he wore “cits” seemed
rt epaulets, and smiled approv-
Swanson thought they sneered.
a week he longed to be back in the
with a homesickness that made
very one who belonged to it his enemy.
He left San Francisco, where he was
wn all, and traveled south
gl Texas, and then to New Or-
leans and Florida. He never could re-
call this period with clearness. He re-
Wered changing from one train to
* from one hotel to the mext
Nothing impressed itself upom him
or what he had lost nothing could
consolation. Without henor life
leld on charm. And he believed that
in the eyes of all men he was a thief,
a pariah, and an outcast.
He had been in Cuba with the Army
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brought his hand sharply to salute. The '
act determined Swanson. He had ob-|
tained the salute under false prctmscs.l
but it had pleased, not hurt, him. He|
turned back and passed into the gate of
the naval station,

From the gate a grass-lined carriage
drive led to the waters of the harbor
and the wharves. At its extreme end
was the bandstand, flanked on one
side by the cottage of the admiral, on|
the other by a sail loft with irrm-1
barred windows and  whitewashed
walls, Upon the turf were p}'ramidsi
of cannon balls and, laid out in rnwsl

I

as though awaiting burial, old-time muz-
zle-loading guns.  Across the harbor
the sun was sinking into the coral reefs,
and the spring air, still warm from its
caresses, was stirred by the music of
the band into gentle rhythmic waves.
The scene was one of peace, order, aﬂnd_l
content.

But as Swanson advanced, the meas-

thousand smiles away the thrice-told
tale of a conflagration, the score of a
baseball match, the fall of a cabinet,
the assassination of a king.

In a sudden access of fierceness, as
though in an ecstasy over some fresh
horror just received, it shricked and
chortled. And then, as suddenly as
it bad broken forth, it sank to silence.
and from the end of the carriage drive
again rose, undisturbed, the music of
the band.

back to a hawser-post seated himself
upon the stringpiece.

melancholy. [
could see, softened into shadows by the |
wire screens of the veranda, Admiral
Preble and his wife and their gnests at
tea. A month before, he would have!
reported to the admiral as the com-|
| mandant of the station, and paid his
respects. Now he could not do that; at
[ least not without inviting a rebuff. A

The musicians were playing to a se-| month before, he need only have shown |
his card to the admiral's orderly, and
the orderly and the guard and the offi-
himself
post upside'

lect audience. On benches around the
band-stand sat a hali dozen nurse-
maids with knitting in their hands, the
baby carriages within arm’s length. On

admiral
the

cers’ mess and the
would have turned

“Capt. Swanson, sir?” asked the orderly,

ure of the music was instantly shatter- the turfl older children of the officers down 1o do him honor, But of what]|
ed by a fierce volley of explosions. They' were at play, and up and down the availl now was his medal of honor?;
come so suddemly and sharply as to paths barcheaded girls, and matrons, They now knew him as Swanson, who'
make him start. It was as though and officers in uniform strolled leisure- had been court-martialed, who had|
from his flank a quick-firing gun in ly. From the vine-covered coitage of been allowed to resign, who had left|
ambush had opened upom him. Swan-| Admiral Preble. set in a garden of the army for the army's good; they,
son smiled at having been taken un- flowering plants and bending palmet- knew him as a civilian without rank or|
awares. For in San Francisco he tos, came the tinkle of tea-cops and t’.‘.c_ authority, as an ex-officer who had

often had heard the roar and rattle of
the wireless, But never before had he
listened to an attack like this,

From a tiny white-and-green cottage,
squatting among the four giant masts,
came the roar of a forest fire One
could hear the crackle of the flames,
the crash of the falling tree trunks.
The air about the cottage was torn info
threads : beneath the shocks of the elec-
tricity the lawn scemed to heave and
tremble. It was like some giant mon-
ster, bound and fettered, struggling to|
be free Now it growled suollenly, now
it lashed about with crashing, stunning
blows. It seemed as though the
wooden walls of the station could not|
contain it. |

From the road Swanson watched,
through the open windows of the cot-
tage, the electric bolts flash and flare
and disappear. The thing appealed to
his imagination. Its power, its cap-
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shilities fascinated him. In it he saw|might be that stationed at the post wag: his honor they bad left him naked, and
a hungry monster reaching out to every! some officer or enlisted man who had' life without honor had lost its flavor.
corner of the continent and dcvaurinz.rscmd with him in Cuba, China, or the | He could eat, he could drink, he could
the news of the world; feeding upon| Philippines, and who might point himinm He knew that in many corners
out to others. Fearing this, Swanson of the world white arms would reach
made a detour and approached the|out to him and men would beckon him
bandstand from the wharf, and with his 'to a place at table J

tales of shipwreck and disaster, finger-
ing over some dainty morsel of scan-
dal, snatching from ships and cities two

ripple of laughter, and at a respectful
distance, seated on the dismantled can-
non, were marines in khak: and blue-

gorgeous crimson sunset.
he wished to remain, he did not wish to| reason
be recognized

ward him, he saw that in this little fam- | had handed
ily gathering the presence of a stran-| given it gruc
ger was an event, and he was aware | lation.

that during the trial the newspapers had
made his face conspicuous

1.4
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wi his bhrother officers, as an out-

cast
distorted it

]

| witton, as his morbid mind thus
|

tempted Swanson no long-
r being m this plight he did not

ackets in glistening white
It was a famuly group. and had nr-tJrr.

Swanson recognized among the little| fee! that in any way he was to blame
audience others of the passengers from | But with

a flaming anger he still blam-

| ~
officers of the court-

he steamer and natives of the town! ed

his

er

who, like himself, had been attracted|martial who had not cleared his name

by the music, he would have felt that|and with a clean bill of health restored
he intruded. He now wished to*remain |I!'.n1 to- duty
He wanted to carry with him into exile | blamed; not Rueu, the sergeant, who
a memory of the men in uniform, of | be believed had robbed him, nor him-

Those were the men he

he music, and pretty women, of t‘nei_u}-lf_ who, in a passion of wounded
But, though| pride, had resigned and so had given
for gossip; but the men who
had not in todes like a bugle-call pro- |
claimed his innocence, who, when l.heyl
him back his sword, had
gingly, not with congratu-

From the glances already turned to-

As he saw it, he stood in a perpetual

Alsg 1t ! r:l:ﬂr_\'_ When tht)" had robbed him of

act would bring to oth
turb him.
lost more heavily than himself, and re-
grets were cowardly

there was enough to pay for what serv-
jces others soon must render him.
his pock®s were letters, cards, a cigar-
ette-case, each of which would tell his
identity.
it, for of what he was about to do he
was not ashamed
He would not have died “by his own
hand.”
officers of the court-martial were re- was not dying gloriously for a flag
sponsible,
him. As he saw it, they bad made his!| he was dying because he had lost that
death as inevitable as though they had | right

seritenced him to be shot at sunnise.

But he ~could not cross that little and Aft” came back to him. Often he
strip of turf between him and the chat-| bad quoted it, when some one in the

He was overcome with an intolerable| tering group on the veranda and hand | service had suffered through the fault
From where he sat he|his card to the admiral’s orderly. Swan-

iol others. It was the death-cry of the
son loved life. He loved it so that|boy officer, Devlin. The knives of the
without help, money, or affection he| Ghazi had cut lim down, but it was
could each morning have greeted it' his own people’s abandoming him in
with a smile But life without honor! terror that had killed him And so,
He felt 3 sudden hot nausea of did-;with a sob, be flung the line at the
gust. Why was he still clinging to! retreating backs of his comrades:
what had lost its poarpose, 1o what lack-| “You've killed me, you cowards!”

ed the one thing needful? Swanson, nursing his anger, repeated

“1f life be an ill thing.” he thougin, |this savagely. He wished he could
“1 cag lay it down!" bring it home to those men of the
The thought was not new to him, | court-martial He wished he could

make them know that his death lay at
their door. He determined that they

and during the two past weeks of aim-
less wandering he had carried with him

cards he penciled:
“To the Officers of my Court-Mar-
tial: “You've killed me, you cowards

above the place where the bullet wouli.{
burn the cloth. |

The band was playing “Auf Wied-|
erschen,” and the waltz camed with
it the sadness that had made people
call the man who wrote it the waltz
king. Swanson listened gratefully. He
was glad that before he went out, his|
last mood had been of regret and
gentleness.
departed, the music soothed and wbcr‘-l
ed him. It had been a very good world, |
Until he had broken the spme of things
it had treated him well, far better, he
admitted, than he deserved. There were |
many in it who had beea kind, to whom |
he was grateful He wished there was/|
some way by which he could let them|
know that. As though in answer to
his wish, from across the parade-groun
the wireless again began to crash and
crackle; but now Swanson was at a|
| greater distance from it. and the migh.
ing rthythm of the waltz was pot in-
terrupted.

Swanson considered to whom he
might send a farewell message, but as
m his mind he passed from one friend
to another, he saw that to each such a
greeting could bring only distress. He
decided it was the music that had led
him astray. This was no moment for
false sentiment. He let his hand close
upon the pistol

The audience now
The npursemaids had collected their
charges, the musicians were taking
apart their music racks, and from the
steps of the vine-covered veranda Ad-
miral Preble was bidding the friends
of his wife adieu, At his side his aide,

[

was dispersing.

young, alert, confident, with ill-con-
cealed impatience awaited their de-
parture  Swanson found that he re.

sented the aide. He resented the map-
ner in which he speeded the parting
guests.  Even if there were matters of

should know. On one of*his vmting'|

ol

He placed the card in the pocket oil silence
his waistcoat. They would find it just g

The sting of his anger had |

reread it, and replaced it -

Save for the admiral and his aide at
the steps of the cottage, and a bare-
headed bluejacket, whe was reporting
to them, and the admiral's orderly, who
was walking toward Swansom, no one
was in sight  Still seated upon the
string-piece of the wharf, Swanson so
moved that his back was toward the
four men. The moment seemed propi-
tious, almost as though it had been pre-
arranged. For with such an audience,
for his taking off no other person could
be blamed There would be no ques-
tion but that death had been self-
inflicted.

Approaching from behind him Swas-
son heard the brisk steps of the ordes-
ly drawing rapidly nearer. He wonder-
ed if the wharf were government prop-
lerty, if he were trespassing, and if for
that reason the man had been sept to
order him away. He considered bit-
terly that the government grudged him
a place even in which to die. Well, he
quuld not for long be a trespasser, His
| hand slipped into his pocket, with his
| thumb he lowered the safety catch of
the pistol,

But the hand with the pistol in #

l

did not leave his pocket. The steps of
| the corderly had come to a sudden
Raising his head heavily,

saw the man, with his eyes
fixed upon him, standing at salute
They had first made his life unsupport-
able, Swansan thouffht, now they would
not let him leave it

“Capt. Swanson, sir?"
derly.

Swanson did not speak or move

“The admiral's compliments,
snapped the orderly, “and will the cap-
tain please speak with him?"

Still Swanson did not move

He felt that the breaking point of
his self-control had come. This im-
pertinent interruption, this thrusting
into the last few seconds of his hife of
a2 remunder of all that he had lost, this
futile postponcmeng of his end, was
cruel, unhuman, unthinkable. The ps-
tol was still in his hand. He had but
to draw it and press it close, and be-
inre the marine couald leap upon him he
would have escaped

From behind, approaching hurriedly,
came the sound of impatient footsteps.

The orderly stiffened to attention
“The admiral " he warned

Twelve years of discipline, twelve
years of recognition of authority,
twelve years of deference to supenor
officers, dragged Swanson's hand from
his pistol and lifted him to his feet As
he turned, Admiral Preble, the aide,
and the bare-headed bluejacket were
close gpon him. The admiral's face

his eyes were young with
pleasurable excitement; with the eager-
ness of a boy he waved aside formal

asked the or-

sir,”

8BS

“My dear Swansom,” he cned, *I
assure you it's a most astonishing, most
curious coincidence! See this man?”
He flung out his arm at the bluejacket.
*"He's my wircless chief. He was wire-
less operator om the transport that took
you to Manila When you came in here
this afternoon he recognized vou Ifalf
an hour later he picks up a message—
picks it up 2,000 miles from here—from
San Francisco—Associated Press news ¢
—it concerms you—that is. not really
concerns you. but [ thought, we
thonght™—a« though signaling for help,
the admiral glanced unhappily at lus

mmportance he was anxious to communi-
cate to his chief, he need not make it |
plain to the women folk that they were
in the way, |
! \.\'he-n. a2 month before, he had been|

adjutant, in a like situation he would |
To reassure have shown more self-command. He
fingers on its cold disapproved of the aide entirely. He

his service automali

himseli he land i<

smooth  surface He would wait, he resented the fact that he was as young |
determined, until the musicians had|as himself, that be was in wniform
finished their concert and the women that he was an aide Swanson certsin-
and children had departed, and then lv hoped that when he was in uniform

Then the orderly would find him | he *Pd not looked so much the con-
where he was now seated, sunken!quérning hero, so self-satisfied, so super-
against the hawser-post with a hole cihous. With a smile he wandered
through his heart. To his disordered Why. at such a moment, 3 man he had
brain his decision appeared quite sape. "eVer seen before, and npever would

e was sure he never had been more *¢€ agam, should so disturb him

calm. And as he prepared himself for In his heart he knew. The aide was
deatli he assured himseli that for one| BOIDE forward just where he was leav-
of his standard no other choice was| U8 O_ﬂ- The ribbous on the tunic of |
possible. Thoughts of the active past, the aide, the straps on his shoalders,*
or of what distress in the future his! told Swanson that they had served in.

the same campaigne, that they were of
the same relative rank, and that when
{be himself, had he remained in the
| service, would have been a brigadier
general the aide would command a
battleship. The possible future of the
young sailor filled Swanson with honor-
| able envy and bitter regret. With all
i his soul he envied him the right to look
his fellow-man in the eye, his right to
'die for his country, to give his life,
' should it be reguired of him, for go,-
ooo000 people, for a flag Swanson saw
the two officers dimly, with eyes of
bitter self-pity. He was dying, but he

hers, did not dis-

The thing had to be, no one

He counted

his

the money he had om

person and was pleased to find

In

He had no wizh to conceal
It was not his act,

To his unbalanced brain the

It was they who had killed | He had lost the right to die for it, and

j The sun had sunk and the evening!
had grown chill. At the wharf where!

A line from “The Drums of the Fore

aide—"we thought you'd like to kmow.

Of course. to us,” he added bastly,
"it's quite superiuons—qumite supers
fluous, but—"

The aide coghed apologetically. “You
might read, sir,” he suggested.

“What? Exactly! Quite so!” cnied
the admiral

In the fading light he held close to
his eves a piece of paper.

“San Francisco, April 3. he read
“Rueff, first sergeant, shot himself here
today, leaving written confession theft
of regimental funds | 1 Swan-
son, captam, lately
Money found mtact im Ruefi’s mattress,
Innocence of Swanson never muestion-
ed, but dissatisfied with findings of
court-martial has left army. Brother
officers making every effort to find him
and persvade return’”

The admiral sighed happily. “And my _
wife,” he added, with an impressiveness
that was mmtended to show he bad at
last arrived at the important part of
his message, “says you are to stay to
dinner ”

Abruptly, rudely, Swanson swung
upon his heel and tomed his face from
the admiral. His head was thrown
back, his arms held rigid at his sides
In slow, deep breaths, hke one who had
been dragged from drowning, he drank
m the salt, chill air. After one glance
the four men also turned, and in the
falling darkness stood.staring at noth-
img. and no one spoke.

%‘he aide was the first to break the
silence, In a polite tone. as though he
were continuing a comversation which
had not been interrupted. he addressed
the admiral, “Of course, Rueff's wnt-
ten confession was rot needed,” he sad.
“His shooting himself proved that he
was guilty.” _

Swanson started as though across his
naked shoulders the aide had drawn a
whip.

l: penitence and gratitude he raised
his eves to the stars. High above his
head the strands of the wireless, swing-
ing from the towering masts like the
sirings of a giant aeolian harp, were
swept by the wind from the ocean. To
Swanson the sighing and whispering
wires sang in praise and thanksgiving.




